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world, leaves, re-enters, becomes known, and
is forgotten in turn; agreeable customs fur the
passions, and natural in a country where they
think of nothing but love. But she observes,
though they arc always thinking of love, they
reflect upon it but rarely, and they practise it
too sincerely to find pleasure in analyzing it,
She finds in this nation a combination of sim-
plicity and corruption, of dissimulation and
frankness, of kindness and cruelly, of weakness
of character and strength of passion ; nothing
is clone for vanity's sake, and much far interest.
It seemed to her, however, that the genius of a
great people brooded over this country, and
she longed to behold its awakening.

She returned to Coppet in June, 1805* She
was thirty-nine years of age; youth had fled,
and Paris was closed to her. To remind her-
self of the life which she loved so wildly and
which seemed to get on so easily without her,
to recover possession of herself at this turn of
life from which she felt herself about to be
hurled, and where nothing remains for women
but " sad regrets for the days whrn they were
beloved/' she wrote <f Corinne," For a setting
she gave it England, which she had visited
twelve years previously* and Italy, from which
she had just returned; for subject, the eternal
problem of the destiny of women of genius,